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“Why don’t you dress in bright, youthful colors, dear?” 
“I’m not old enough!” 
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AY, what a trick you'll turn for your tongue and taste 
and temper when you finally get down to bed-rock- 
smokes and let some of that topjoy Prince Albert float into 
your system! Just will put the quiz into your thinktank as 
to how much pipe or cigarette-rolling fun you’ve gone shy 
on—and, you'll work in a lot of double headers for quite a 
spell to get all-square! 


What’s the idea kidding yourself when you know what 
P. A. will do for your smokespot; when you know what it 
is doing for men all over the civilized world! You can’t hit 


a happier job than to stock a supply of Prince Albert, jam 
Why, 


that joy’us jimmy pipe chuck-full and blaze away! 
it’s like falling into feathers when you’ve been 
batting-it-out-on-a- board! 


Prince Albert just can’t help doing you a 
clever turn because it won’t bite your tongue 
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at any stage! Bite and parch are cut out by our patented 
process. Want you to know right here, and now, that 
Prince Albert will be as gentle with your tongue as a 
toy purr-kitty is with a stuffed mouse! You can rip 
champeen-smokespeed-records right up the back with 
P. A. for packing! 


You don’t need a percentage table to figure out what 
Prince Albert’s quality and flavor and fragrance will do for 
your happiness every time the clock ticks! You'll get the 
answer Guick! And, now it’s your draw! Prince Albert is 
sold in toppy red bags, tidy red tins, handsome pound and 
half pound tin humidors, and, in that classy, practical pound 
crystal glass humidor with sponge moistener top 
that keeps the tobacco in such perfect condition! 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 
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Ir We Were PERFECTLY FRANK 
““We’re going to beat it. We're bored to death!” 
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Founp, RAMSHACKLED TO 


\ Hicu Curr 


Ain’t Angie Awtul! 


Being the Love Affairs of Angela Bish 


4 Serial in Six Chapters Satirizing the Prevailing Sex Stories 


lil rH ADVENTURI Or THI 


OT long did Angela Bish remain at the six- 


MAD 


By GeLetr BuRGEss 
Illustrated by Rea Irvin 


PAPER-HANGER 


The third day, greatly daring, she returned his grin 


in even better condition than she had found it. 


Another instinct, and she was in his arms. Isn’t 


cent store. She had tasted Romance da /a human nature wonderful, Gertrude? At one moment 


subway 
For two days, 
now, she had winked, 
in the 199th Street Station, at a 
melancholy man in a slimy over- 
coat whose beard was full of big 
white blobs. He had smiled at 
her, she fancied; although, be- 
tween you and me and the chew- 
ing-gum_ distributing machine, 
the red paint of which was being 
hungrily licked off by a half- 
starved tot, it may have been 
that Misery, alas, too often 
draws only a smile from the 
thoughtless 

Be that as it may, let us re- 
turn to life as it is lived north of 
trth Street. 

Angie lived on the memory 
of that smile all day; and at 
night she warmed it over for 
supper. Already life had changed 
for Angie; and, inversely, Angie 
had changed for life. 





THe Simpe.t 


RosBeE In Wuicu SHE 
FLEDDED 


5 


vou are in heaven waited on by 
pink angels, and the next, some 
one has tried to borrow four dol- 
lars—and succeeded. And then, 
when your spirits are covered 
with green mould and infested 
with crawling things, lo, a friend 
appears out of Nowhere and 
offers you a position as compan- 
ion to a beautiful and wealthy 
young French girl at a salary of 
$3,000 a month and cigarettes. 
Isn’t that true? Anyway, I'll 
Sav SO. 

But | was speaking, you may 
remember, of our foolish heroine. 

That embrace was a revela- 
tion of rapture to Angie, who 
still had an amateur rating. How 
beardy his beard was!—and his 
hands were soft and cold and 
moist. At first she thought they 
were raw oysters. She had al- 
ways loved oysters, always would. 
She was happier than she had 
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been since she ate her first hair sandwich. Neverthe- 
less. we must not leave her too long in the embrace of 
an imperfect stranger | 

“Tt have found you at last!”’ With difficulty the 
words came through the thick brown beard. It was he 
who spoke. Angie had no beard. She was far too young 

“Tust one moment to buy a toothbrush,” she re- 
plied, “and I shall be Yours Sincerely.” And Angela 
miled 

Now there are smiles that make one, and there are 
miles that make one blue. Her confession seemed to 
strike him funny, like a cranberry pie in the face. 

Indeed, all the way to Harlem he seemed depressed; 
but then, they were going to Harlem. Curiously enough 
the object of their journey is the subject of my next 
entence 

\ leprous entirel\ 
irrounded by goats, they found, 
ramshackled to a high cliff over- 
»oking an ash barrel Chere Angie 
was pushed through the front door, 
ind behind her he slyly turned the 
key in the lock. She was, in fact, 
wcked in, if you get what I mean. 


bungale yw, 


Chey were at last alone. 

Now many authors would make 
» good deal out of a compromising 
ituation like that. But you scarce- 
ly need to know more; you also have 
1 morbid imagination. Yes, as I 
have promised the editor to tell the 
whole truth, I shall not flinch from 
the facts [ shall tell you all—all. 
And I shall not even use asterisks 

. * * > > 

He led her to the kitchen, and 
he led her to the stove. There, 
pointing to a huge bucket of paste, 
“Fry this!’”” he commanded. “ "Tis 
too sour to stick to the walls, and, 
Woman, I must be fed!” 

Often, in future years, Angie was to remember 
those miserably happy meals, and how, afterwards, a 
mutual indigestion drew them together. When at last 
the bucket was empty they munched scraps of wall 
paper, and their faces began to break out in spots of 
mauve and yellow, not to speak of elsewhere. It was 
1 great satisfaction, however, to know that it was at 
least dining-room paper. 

Yet even then Angie was not satisfied. And finally, 
in her despair, she cried, “At least you might wash 
your beard, O my love, and then when I kiss vou per- 
haps I wouldn’t be so stuck on vou!” 

The paper hanger was aqueduct to the occa- 

Maddened by the world-old cry, “Do you love 
me? Don’t you love me?” he arose and pasted her 
ver and over with layer upon layer of the most ex 
pensive wall papers. Then, when she was quite cov 
ered with the pink cretonne, he pasted her up in front 
f the back-parlor wall which was 
imilar pattern. There, thank God, she was for a while 
invisible, though still from her camouflage came weak, 
Wan peeps of love. 

that day Angela did the hardest work she had ever 
done. She thought. And when she had clawed her- 
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Tuey Were At Last ALone! 


self loose, her mind was made up like an Upper 7. This 
time he should not escape her! 

Hiding in the oven of the lofty range, where he had 
forced her to sleep o' nights, she watched him enter 
and give a glad howl to find himself alone. Then, while 
he was absorbedly removing a wad of gum from his 
heel, behold, she sprang upon him, clasped him in a 
fond embrace—and clung. 

Reader, bear in mind that I| expressly 
emotion picture rights. 
herself from hair to heel with paste! 


reserve all 
The desperate girl had coated 
It was sour but 
sticky 

\las, for him, there was now no getting awa) 
Never had he found a woman so attractive, never 
one who could hold him so long. When he had 

tired of them, he had 
, cast them carelessly aside. But 
not so Angela Bish, the clinge: 
Proud as he was of his early strug 
gles as a paper-hanger, they were 
nothing to the writhings with whicl 
he now sought to regain his freedom 

It was useless, of course, to aj 
peal to the Supreme Court for a 
separation. ‘They were not yet mar- 
ried. But, as he fought, an idea, 
bright as the Star Spangled Banner, 
carried him and equally her (Oh, 
say can you see them, welded to- 
gether like two bars of chocolate in 
the dawn’s early light?) towards the 
bathroom! 

Before she had time to regret 
having left the faucets running after 
washing her switch and wrist-watch, 
they had reached the tub, which, 
like her happy heart, was now full 
And there, with a 
sudden noble resolve, the paper- 
hanger, who knew little of such 
things, had decided to take a 
bath. Ir thes flop ped as one, and rose to the surface 


alway) 








to overflowing. 


twain 

And as he clumb the slippery-soapy porcelain marge, 
Angela Bish sank to the bottom for the third time, her 
hopes drowning with her 

How long she stayed there, she never knew nor 
cared. But when she had dried her eyes and hair, he 
had fled. Seldom did she see him more. 

From a roll of green cartridge paper she fashioned 
the simple robe in which she fledded. And all the way 
home on that Lexington Avenue car she sadly asked 
herself, “Why? Why? Why?” 

ven thoughtless strangers, usually, as you know, 
so unsympathetic, gazing at her ultra-modish garb, 
and the gobs of paste upon her neck and pallid eye- 
brows, they likewise asked themselves, each other, and 
the conductor, “ Why?” 

Angie the Awful, in the ‘‘Adventure of the Grzfclion Com- 
pany.”’ has another awful time of it— next week. 


Dissipation 
When they hauled me to court in a manner so rude, 
I confessed, for my candor compelled it 
There was no use denying that I was quite stewed, 
For I found an old cork, and I smelled it 
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Egg View News-Notes 


By Lestre Van Every 


P I WWO-CENT stamps are now being freely bought 
at this place, without any show of concern on 
the part of the purchasers. How quick the pub- 

lic is to get used to a change that has an agreeable 

effect upon the change in the pocket of the public! 

Corny Paine wondered to a stranger yesterday 
whether the world would stand another thousand 
years. The stranger told Corny he hoped so, as he had 
just bought a home on the instalment plan. 

Tink Nitz wants to trade his dog off. Tink claims 
that actions speak louder than barks. 

Plato Prouty doesn’t like life-insurance 
because they never have any free-trial offers to make. 

Chet Lumley and Ote Gimber bumped heads in the 
when Miss Phrony Edgin dropped 


agents 


yrocery yesterday, 
a dime. 

Muley Cannon, who has got home from Pollywog, 
is enjoying the distinction of having been flew over by 
an air-ship. 

Sherm weed- 
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Spoor ordered two strangers out of his 
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Tuts Sattor Says He’s Tatrrooep ALL Over!” 


patch Wednesday morning in a hurry. One of them 
explained that they thought it was the Moon Lake 
woods. 

Truman Bilge, who heard a katydid at the movie 
show Saturday night, would have felt better without 
his whiskers along. 


The Dream 


By Benyamin Di 


Pocket 
CASSERES 


I am a tobacco pouch, 
Stuffed with a thousand dreams, 
Heavy with the magic of reverie 


My shredded treasure is more potent 
Than the Seven-Leagued Boot 
Or the hat of Fortunatus 


I am the little Castle of Memory and Hope, 
rhe lotus-leaf for the Mouth of old King Care, 
lhe amber pool where poets fish for images. 


I am vour old tobacco pouch. 
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LANDLORD 


\ Leak tn THE Roor—As DEscRIBED TO THI 


Even As You and I 
By Rutruerrorp Renn 


DID not know Marvel for a moment 

alarmingly beautiful and négligée that the sight of her 

moving through the lobby of the Hotel Knickerbocker 
dazed me. 

“Why, Marvel!” 

“Hello,” said Marvel. 

Marvel works in Macy’s now. 
for the jolly life of a cloak fitter! She is grown up, but she 
has not put away childish things. Buyers take her out and 
buy her food and drink. She rides in motors and calls men 
* Johns.” 

I asked Marvel if she would deign to accompany me in my 
car to some country inn that night and sip lemonade 

“Oh,” lisped Marvel, “I have another engagement; but if 
you have a car, I'll break it and go with you.” 


She le “ »ked sO 


“Walk with me; 1 am in a hurry 
She is a cloak model. Oh, 


So it was agreed. 

I left her and went to the telephone to call up 
Jack Howard, who owned the car. 

“Hello, Jack. Areyou using your bus tonight?” 

“It’s busted,” said Jack. “The carburetor 


to avoid 
fixed 


busted,” | broke In, 
“Can't vou get it 


“Yeh; | know 
mechanical alterations 
by tonight?” 

“Nope,” replied Jack; “not a chance.” 
“That's tough,” I sympathized, more with 
myself than with him. ‘“‘Goo’-by.” 

Then I called up Marvel and told her that 


my car was broke. Would she care to go for 
a walk? She would not. She had not canceled 
the other date yet and. she guessed she would 
keep it. 

That night I went alone for a walk on 


Broadway. 
An automobile was halted at the cueb. 

thing far iliar about the back of the young man 

ecting the engine caused me to pause. 

He was Jack. 

\ girl sat in the front seat 

She was Marvel. 

\ren’t girls deceitful things, 


Some- 


inst 


though? 


Kindred Souls 
I’m in trouble and 
I’ve got a second-hand 


Beggar— Mister 
Pedestrian—Don’'t bother me 


automobile. too 


Pull Together 


‘The head and the heart should work in unison,’ 
said the Parlor Philosopher 
“Yes, many a fellow’s head has to work overtime cor 


recting the mistakes of his heart,”’ added the Mere Man. 


Abiding Faith 
1 think the minister ought to pray for rain,” said 
the good deacon. 
“Don’t suggest it to him until after we have had the 
Sunday-school picnic,”’ cautioned the deacon’s good wife 


Her Costume 


“How many gowns do | wear in the new play?” 


“Gowns? This is a modern bedroom farce All you 


wear is pajamas.” 
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lhe way the real estate man expects you to walk when 
the house is cight minutes from the statior 


¢ tells you 
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Ou, Tuere Are Times Wuen Sunny Jims, Wuo Come 


The U 


By Wat 
Illustration by 


KNOW it’s wrong to hate the man who follows up the 

moral plan of saying helpful things; who comes along in 

hours of woe, and tells me all my griefs will go, and bids 
despair take wings. 

rhe sun is blazing in the sky, and to me, where I sit 

and fry, the brave uplifter comes; and smilingly he says the 

heat is just the stuff to save the wheat, the succotash and 

plums. I do not care a single hoot about the saving of the 

fruit, when I am baking thus; and any man who comes around 

should sit with me upon the ground and help me sigh and 

Oh, there are times when Sunny Jims, who come to us 

on buoyant limbs, are more than we can stand; there are dark 


CUSS. 


hours when we despise the glad and optimistic guys who smile 
to beat the band. Uplifters come to bring relief; but if we want 
to nurse our grief, what business have they here? If we would 
wallow in our woe what right has any dizzy bo to spring a word 
of cheer? 

I have all kinds of rheumatiz; red pains throughout my) 
system whiz, and friends would sympathize; some look dis 
tressed and say, ‘“‘By James, of all the fierce, unholy games. 
rheumatics take the prize.” There’s comfort when my friends 
admit that I can make all rivals quit, when it comes down to 
pain; there’s comfort when they look as though they never 


‘their course is safe and sane. 


saw such stacks of woe 
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Are More Tuan We Can Sranp.” 


LIMBS, 


plifter 


t NIAson 


Rate BARTON 

But now the spruce uplifter comes, he sings and whistles 
and he hums, and looks exceeding gay; he says the aches that 
rack and grind are but punk phantoms in my mind, vain things 
to shoo away. 

Alas, I am too weak and sick to gather up a hefty brick and 
smash it on his dome; I cannot chase him down the stairs and 
pelt him with a lot of chairs, and so I write a pome. 

I like to see the Smiling Jim when I am well and full of 
vim, and everything’s O. K.; then he may dance and smile 
and sing, and be as happy as a king, and I'll be just as gay; 
I'll waltz with him around the shack, and clap him roundly 
on the back, and say he is a peach; but when all things are 
going wrong, I would not hear his gladsome song, I would not 
hear him preach. 

I am an optimist at times; but in my speeches and my 
rhymes I choose the proper hour; I laugh with people when 
they smile, and show a handsome line of bile when they are 
feeling sour. Believe me, that’s the only way; be blithe and 
chipper with the gay, and doleful with the sad; the man who 
yips three rousing cheers when other folks are bathed in tears 
will make his neighbors mad. 

The sun is blazing overhead, and I am baked and half-way 
dead, and full of misery; and there will be a crime today if 
any gent should come my way, and try uplifting me 
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three years, you might speak of burleson! But why so pale? 
Have you been drinking?” 

“Drinking! In a _ congressional-record country! No! 
Geraldine, dear,” he went on popularmagazinedly, “I’m ill. 
Something I ate for lunch seems to have senatorlodged with 
me 

“Poor boy! dear boy!” she movingpictured her arms to 
him 

“My very own!” He snappystoriesed her to his breast and 
they clung together in one lingering cosmic robertwchambers 


His Suspicion 


fi ‘Did the Grudge Hyenas play ball with the home team 
Hq here last Friday, as was expected?”’ asked the recently-arrived 
‘ washing-machine agent, who had visited the hamlet some two 


weeks before. 

“Well,” replied the landlord of the Petunia tavern, “they 
arrived, and it was announced that they were going to play 
ball, but, from the way the score stood at the end of the game, 
I have sorter suspected ever since that they must have come 
over just to practice on our boys.”’ 
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Visitor—How do you like my singing, |omm 
Fouaty well—buk yo cugtn heer me taba 3 gerele.” 





A Non-politic Admission 
Physician—You had a pretty close call. It’s only your 


Ru pert h ug h esome strong constitution that pulled you through 


Patient—1 hope you will remember that when you make 


ae 


© the intelligent reader there is unfailing fascination out tne bill 


in the readiness with which the English languags 
absorbs new words. The speech of yesterday grows No One Can Read Them 


stale. Today's fact forms the vocabulary of tomorrow. Wit- Customer—And of course you will engrave a monogram on 


ness this chapter from the advance proof-sheets of a best-seller — each piece 
of 1921 J eweler—V es, ma’am. What initials? 
Under the apple-tree by the old barn Geraldine awaited her Customer—Oh, just the usual three-letter monogram. 


lover. It was spring. An anxious 
mother hen bokk’d to her fluffy ™ - a, 
brood. w hile a rooster « lappe ad cet. L 
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his wings and creeled long and we Wy 
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loud, more self-important thai 
the weathercock on the barn that 
bakered to every wind Ducks 
verslibred noisily. and a donke' 
thrust his head from the bar 
door and bryann’d inanely, ol 
livious to the overpowering hears 
that rose from the dunghill. 

puppy whined germanly from his 
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kennel 
‘It isn't August yet,” said 
Geraldine “| wonder if he can 


be going bolshev ik oo 
At last Duane Olcott, her 
lover, came hurrying down the 


path 

She rose and stood coldly 
aloof. “You?” she asked with 
newrepublic voice. ‘ You wilson 


vourself three years and then 
expect me to : 
“Nothing pleases you,’ he 





retorted ‘You colonelharvey 
everything I do. 1 was burl 
son’d three hours by a blowout 


D ‘ A. Mau 4 
Three hours \ mer af —r 
‘Wi id % nt e } fe for he yirth 
delay If you had wrecked What did Mr. Flint giv wile lor her birthday j rs 
r } | ’ j tk He toor her to a store and told her lo choose the best thing in the house, 
you car purieson ¢ another How lovely! Was ita jewelry store?” 
burl son | that and burleson a Ni hive and ten cent tore.” 
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What the Well Dressed Table Will Wear 
By Beau Hasu 


E Dernier Mot in eating accessories for the returned soldier 
who wants to forget the horror of the mess kit, army 
slum, gold fish, canned Willie and hot mud: 

Grape Frurr Goccies (at Covington’s)—trimmed with 
Seventh Avenue mink (a composition of blotting paper and 
absorbent cotton). Very useful in preventing blindness afte: 
you have eaten the center of the fruit and start an attack on 
the sides 

ASPARAGUS MITTENS (at Gentemeri’s 
butter from running up to the elbow 

GRAVY SHIELD (Jabercrombie & Sitch)—to protect the 
shirtfront. For some people this must be transparent to allow 


to prevent the hot 


the diamond studs to show 

Pit Pocket (Soft Tread Tire 
Co.)—of rubber—a retreat for 
orange seeds, peach stones, etc. 
Warning—don’t get this con- 
fused with your change pocket 
and try to tip the hat boy with 
a prune pit. That’s all his ser- 
























AND THE Motor 


producing the proper size patch from your pocket and 
slapping it over the spot. This takes practice but it’s 
worth it. 

GRIN MAKER (at Biffany’s). This is a small, made to order, 
appliance guaranteed to increase your popularity and secure 
for you invitations to more dinners than you can eat. It will 
cut your eating costs to nothing. It is made in gold, platinum 
and silver, and fits inside the mouth. When the homely dow- 
ager on your right begins one of her endless anecdotes, press 
the button concealed beneath your /eft cheek, look at her a 
\couple of times, say ““Humph!” and “Ah!” and “Ugh, ugh!” 
and—go on with your own thoughts. The Grin Maker will 
expand your lips into the most beatific expression of enjoy- 
ment. When she’s through, say “Ha! ha!”’ and, after a proper 
interval, press the button in your right cheek and resume your 
normal sour expression. Be careful not to press the “grin” 
button when she tells you about 
the time little Oswald had the 
influenza. 

INDIVIDUAL TRAP Door. This 
is the ultimate in hospitality. 
Every table should have one 
for each guest. It is for surrepti- 





vices are worth but he has been She ty 
encouraged to think differently. - 
Spot Patcues (McMutch- a , 


eons How many times have 


tiously getting rid of undesirable 
** portions on your plate. The 
well-bred hostess will not peek 


=. afterward, but will have pipe 





you spilled a drop of wine (or 
since July 1, grape juice) on your 
hostess’s favorite table cloth? 
When this happens, don’t be 
a blushing ass and apologize; 
simply point with a sudden mo- 
tion to a picture across the room 
and exclaim excitedly something 
like this: “My God! That looks " You seem to have a slight 
like a woman I used to love!” ."( nent. 

at the same time dexterously 
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for nothing.’ 


“Oh, don’t bother about the pills, doctor; you may have it 





connections running into the 
river so she will never know 
whether you spurned her prune 
and yeast cocktail or not. 
De-pepPer (Hiker & Rege- 
man). A life-saver when your 
hostess has a penchant tor serv- 
ing peppery soup. It is a small, 
chemically treated silk sponge 
which fits the waistcoat pocket 
and has an elastic fastening. 





cold, my dear rll give you 























-_ 


~— a>. & 





= ae . A. e. 





Drawn by W. K. Stanrert 


‘I was surprised at your agreeing with Binks’ remarks 
about the League of Nations.” 

“My dear fellow, you don’t suppose I was going to let 
him explain it to me, do you?” 


Slip it in the soup, polarize the pepper and let go. It will 
immediately snap back into your pocket. 

Butter Net (Freicer’s). Darn those people who serve 
butter-balls which are so cold they are lke shrapnel! They 
slip all over the plate and it is almost impossible to pin them 
down to one place so you can cut off a chunk. The Butter 
Net, in a variety of non-cuttable materials, captures the 


butter-ball and holds it while you amputate as much as you 
want. 

Hot Eyesati (Chermos Co.). Our overseas boys have 
not tasted ice cream for many moons. When you serve it tq 
them they are liable to take huge spoontuls which will produGe 
that peculiar dull pain in the eyeballs which we all experienced 
years ago. The hot eyeball, which keeps hot for twenty-four 
hours, can be clapped on in a second and remedies the troubl.: 
at once. 

CABARET ’PHONES (Adison Company). This is a combina- 
tion of telephone and ear muff allowing you to continue with 
your anecdotes of the war despite the ever present cabaret. 
With this device no solo can touch you and no one can over- 
hear you and your buddy discussing little Susanne, whom you 
and the rest of the 26th Division left behind at La Mans. 

HERO PLEASER (Morham’s). This is simply a complete 
solid gold mess kit with which you can bring the war home te 
your officer guests who fought for Democracy in the Ordnance 
and Quartermaster Departments and consequently never saw 
a mess kit. It will give them that delicious sense of “ roughing 
it’’ which they missed while the war was on. As favors, you 
might give each one a hand embroidered campaign badge. 

SYNTHETIC WELSH RAREBIT (Codgman Rubber Co.). En- 
duiance, economy, efficiency, almost self-laundering. Just as 
impossible to eat as the ordinary amateur effort. Better than 
Post-Prohibition rarebits because they were made before the 
country went insane and “The beer is cooked into them.” 
Easily vulcanized when bitten in half. 


She Softened the Blow 

It was a serious and studious party of Englishmen touring 
China. They were all much interested in the mission schoo] 
presided over by an efficient woman missionary. Their treat- 
ment was cordial and every effort made to make them com- 
fortable. In taking leave the leader, a tall, solemn individual, 
especially commended the lady upon the services extended 
them by her Chinese boy. 

“That is my husband,” said the lady quietly. 

Isn’t it very unusual for a woman of your education 
and good looks to marry a 
Chinaman?” inquired the 
leader. 

She was a good woman and 
hated to hurt any one’s feelings, 
so she replied, “Oh, I don’t 
know. I have a sister who is 
twice as good looking as I am 
and she married an English- 





man.” 


Overheard on the Lot 

Flora—What are all the 
press-agents congratulating that 
fellow for? 


OTT all m Fauna—Why, he wrote a 
Ps nseth, magazine article on the movies 
: ull - Mov without making a pun on reel 


Drawn by Nonman ANTHONY 


“Dear, that’s hideous enough to drive anybody away!” 


“Why not put it in the guest room?” 





and real. 


Seeing Red 

“T thought you were going 
to quit smoking.” 

“T intended to—until I 
heard that the reformers were 
going to crusade against to- 
bacco.”” 
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Drawn by Zim (Next week “Chawlie” responds in humanity's name to a mother’s call Jes help.) 

























A Metropolitan Moonshiner 
By Avsert Apput 


ROM the start [ was opposed to prohibition 
k Personally I had always believed in alcoholic 

moderation, limiting my drinking to one quart 
of bourbon daily. It is a different matter with men 
who abuse their thirst. 

For some time I had suffered from fatty degener 
ation of the will. So you will understand my neglecting 
to stock mv ark with bottled goods until it was too late. 

| read much in the papers about making one’s own 
liquor. Friends discussed it mysteriously. I heard it 
on street cars. All pronounced it a success. I got the 
fever 

First | bought a barrel of raisins. I had heard they 
ire necessary. Just how a raisin can contain concen- 
trated kick I was unable to figure. I ate a quart and 
felt no effects. Latterly it has become mv conviction 
that the raisin idea originated with the man who carries 
a buckeye for rheumatism. 

| bought copper coils, a bottling machine, the whole 
works. Finally everything was ready. I invited my 
friend Joggins to help me in the first sampling. To 
make it seem like old times, | insisted that he go down 
the alley and enter by the side door. 

“With all your faults,” he enthused in anticipation, 
“T love your still.” 

“Try this!” said I importantly, handing him a 
foaming glass. He drank eagerly. 

“Great idea!” He shuddered. 


“You think so?” My voice trembled. I was 
pleased 
“Positively! No one ever before was original 


enough to market soapsuds ready-lathered. Saves wear- 
ing out palms rubbing a cake of soap.” 
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“What I’m loo! ing for is a good plain cook.” 
‘Then I fear, Madam, that any further conference woi Id be su per- 
fluous. I specialize in the culinary preparation of fancy dishes only.” 


“Sir!” I indignated, “that is beer.” 
He smiled cunningly and felt gingerly of his stomach 
[ must explain here that I am not methodical. My 


house looks like a rummage sale. I grasped the 


bottle. 

“Nly error,” 1 apologized lamely. “I ,ot the wrong 
bottle. You drank liquid soap.” 

This time | got the right bottle. We drank. | 
listened expectantly. 

“There is nothing absent in the taste,” | suggested 
timidly. 

“No.” he agreed. “It includes all tastes I cver 
experienced, scrambled together.” 

“Of course,” I defended, “there hasn’t been 
time vet for a kick to accumulate.” 

“Don’t let that bother you,” he assured. “If 
you attempt to serve another, I will furnish plenty 
of kick.” 

Put on my guard, | brought out my attempt 
at whiskey. Drinking, he fell writhing to the floor 
I rushed for a doctor. He said it was too late 

“Fetch an undertaker.” 

| hurried forth. 

‘You see,” [ explained to the frock-coated mai 
who was playing solitaire on a cooling board, “| 
make beers and ‘ 

“T, too, make biers.” He spoke proudly. 

lt was weeks before | made the great discovery 
A bottle of my metropolitan moonshine tipped 
over on the table. Instantly the varnish vanished 

| had missed my calling. Immediately I began 
manufacturing varnish remover. From then on, 
my fortune was assured. 

Now, whenever | want a drink, | put my finger 
in an electric light socket and swallow an overcoat 
button. Almost at once I feel too full for words 


Questions 


What’s become of all the second lieutenants? 


Prominent Candidate (to steno raphe r) Now, Sadie, take down my How high will prices rece) before they recede ? 
letter of acceptance. .\re you ready? Gentlemen of the De rat 7 . . 
par Re apest yar ist peste te’ va on OF the Memocratic Who was it that called it the human race? 
Stenographer (interruptins)—Isn’t that wrong! e 
Prominent Candidate (hastily) ——You’re right, Sadie; you always are How do people manage to live 


right Make it “Gents”’ 








Why do some women wear clothes? 
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Judge 


Joun A. Steitcuer, President Reusen P. Sreicuer, Secretar 
Perriton Maxwe tt, Editor J. A Watsacn. Lit 


Tue Lure or “Easy Money” 


HE lure of “easy money” will find victims 
as long as laziness is a human characteristic; 
time cannot dissipate the fascination that 
involves traditions of hidden treasure. 
Strangely enough, a New Jersey farm of 
sixty-three acres now figures in a lawsuit based upon 
this tradition. This farm was sold a short time ago 
on a guaranty that a large sum of Captain Kidd’s gold 
was buried somewhere on the property. The purchas- 
ers gave $200 in cash for the farm and a note for $5,000, 
the sellers agreeing that if the treasure was not found 
the note should be considered as void. 

The “knowledge” of the existence of this treasure 
was conveyed to one of the sellers of the farm by 
Certain places on the farm were 
The buvers 


“spirit” in a dream. 
indicated where the gold might be found. 
dug diligently for a time in these places, but discovered 
nothing of value. Thus they repudiated the note, suit 
to collect which was begun by the 


ll WY 


Editorials 


\. E. Rottausr, Treasurer Grant E. Hamitton, Art Director 
rary Editor Lawton MackaLi, Managing Editor 


A Tre on TIppeLinc 


N experiment by a tipple-seeker in Hartford, 
Conn., recently, might serve as a study for 
psychologists, prohibitionists, chemists, diag- 

nosticians, as well as other persons not confined in 
imagination and pra tice to any particular vocation or 
profession. 

A man named Hoffman started out in the morning 
to test 2.75 beer. About noon, after becoming dis- 
satisfied with that percentage, he went home to mix a 
decoction of his own from a receipt given to him by a 
“friend.” 

He assembled half a pint of ammonia, four ounces 
of peppermint, an equal portion of horse liniment 
labeled “good for man or beast,” two lumps of sugar, 
and a modicum of pure water, and drank the mixture. 

The account of his subsequent activities reads some- 
thing like one of the recent offensives France. It 
involved his doings with a rolling-pin and a rifle suc- 

cessively handled, as well as his 





sellers. 

This peculiar case not only 
illustrates the persistence of the 
fables of hidden treasure that 
always appeal to the cupidity of 
many persons, but it newly gives 
an imagined substance to dreams 
Captain Kidd—although a recent 
writer has shown that he was a 
seaman of average honesty un- 
justly executed—has been respon- 
sible for activities in search of 
alleged buried treasure that would 
have won more money than the 
Captain ever saw if industrially 
directed. And perhaps if the de- 
fendants in this strange case had 
cultivated their sixty-three acres 
industriously for a _ reasonable 
period they might have produced 
more in value than the fable- f . 
surrounded Kidd ever won as a Photo by Fmeewan Stasano 


privateer. 
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boots used offensively. His wife, 
two sons and two daughters were 
the pursued and injured, and finally 
Hofiman ran a race with the chief 
of police, who won. 

The matter of the receipt for the 
mixture throws an entirely new light 
on the feeling called friendship, 
unless Hoffman’s “friend” was a 
confirmed wag. 


JUDGELETS 


The real trouble with Germany 
is the same as the difficulty with 
the lady of the camellias—she has 
a past. 

& * * 

It is to be hoped that our 
millionaires will go on establishing 
public libraries, for they are so con- 
venient to take shelter in when one 
-Post is caught out in a sudden rain. 
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Aids to Recognition—/inic (say 
agely)—They say the fashionable mother 
of today recognizes her baby only by 
looking at the nurse! 

Fashionable Mother (unmoved)—How 
extraordinarily clever when one changes 
nurses so often! I always tell ours by the 
baby carriage.—Truth Seeker 


Time’s Up!—‘‘It says here that a 
Missouri man boasts that he has an um- 
brella that has been in his possession for 
twenty years,” said Smith. 

“Well,” replied Jones, “that’s long 
enough. He ought to return it.’”—Cin- 
cinnati Enquirer. 


A Timely Tale—Seven years ago a 
farmer living west of Charles City, la., 
hung his vest on a fence in the barnyard. 
A hungry calf chewed up a _ pocket 
of the garment in which was a standard 
gold watch. 

Last week the animal, a staid old milch 
cow, was butchered for beef and the time 
piece was found in such a position be 
tween the lungs of the cow that the res- 
piration—the closing in and the filling of 
the lungs—kept the stemwinder wound 
up and the watch had lost but four min- 
utes in the seven years.—M ason City (Ia.) 
Globe Gasette. 


Maud’s Reminder—* Thanks,” said 
the Judge; “a sweeter draught from 
fairer hand——” 

“Yes,” interrupted Maud Muller, fix- 
ing him with a cold look; “but before 
you ride away, remember there’s a one- 
cent war tax on that drink.’’—Washing- 
ton Star. 





of the World’s 


Pure Reason 


Hvorfor ringer Kirkeklokkerne? 
Der e vel en som trackker i Klokkerevet 
““Why are the bells ringing?” 


“*I suppose somebody is pulling the ropes.” 


Klods Hans (Copenhagen). 


The Thing That Makes Perfect 
“What do you think of the socialist 
theories?” 

“T don’t mind the socialist theories; 
it’s some of their practices I object to.”’ 

De troit Free Press. 


The Dodo’s Companions—The dodo 
has as his companions: 

Che grocer who put sand in his sugar. 

The butcher who weighed his hand 
with each steak. 

The dry-goods man who was a yard- 
stick juggler and could sell you thirty-four- 
inch yards while you were looking at him. 

The market man who used a false 
bottom in his peck measure. 

The humorist who used to get paid for 
writing about those things.— Philadel phia 
Ledger. 
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Dodging Shop—They struck up a 
conversation in the hotel lobby and 
finally one man suggested a trip to the 
movies. The other politely declined. 

“Don’t you want to see Viola Vam 
pire?” 

“Nope.” 

“Nor Yorick Hamm in his _ latest 
comedy?” 

“Nope.” 

“What’s the matter, my friend? 
Aren’t you interested in the various 
stars?” 

“Not this evening. I’m an astron- 
omer taking a night off.”—Kansas City 
Journal, 


Important—‘I tellya what,” said 
the exhibitor, ‘“‘a moving picture is just 
like an automobile in one respect.” 

“What is that?” asked the scenario 
writer. 

“To get anywhere with it you gotta 
throw in the ‘clutch.’”—Youngstown 
Te legram. 


So Wags The World—‘'l’ve got 
nine chemists to indorse your tooth 
powder.” 

“Eh?” 

“And six professors.” . 

“Shucks. I’d trade the indorsements 
of the entire outfit for that of one movie 
actress.” —Kansas City Journal. 


Minor — ‘“‘Oh, dear,” sighed the 
movie star, “I forgot something when I 
was downtown shopping!” 

“What was it?” inquired her secretary. 

“T meant to buy an automobile to 
match my new hat.’’—Film Fun. 
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Making Sure of His Ground — Nea: 
he entrance of the Dollar Bank building 
the other day a colored man hesitated 
in front of the office directory and car 
fully scanned the list of names 

Can | do anything for you, uncle? 
isked a thoughtful voung man who stood 
near the spot 

“Ahm lookin’ foah a good attorney 
the man explained 

Well, vou'll be safe in taking almost 
nv on the list.” 





But Ah wants a fus’ class man 

Well, why not go to Umson 

Is he fus’ class?”’ 

Best there is.’ 

Well, Ah’ll go to see him, ‘cause my 
ise am impohtant 
“What's the trouble? 
“Ah thinks Ah kin git 


my wife, ‘cause Ah jes heard she went 


divo ce tun 


and got married again.”’—Youngstown 


Both Ways—Lawyer—Now, when I 
give you the wink while you’re telling 
the story, rememLer that is where --ou 
get oft. 

Witness—Sure; Un on.—- Baltimor 


| pore 


A Study in Progress 
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An Evening Stroll in Melbourne 


! 
! 


Hold-ups by armed footpads are still of fre 
quent occurrence in Melbourne. A few nights 
io a clerk was sandbagged and robbed of every 


thing but his underclothing News tlem 


Vr Suburt Oh, do be care 
ind be sure not to wander away from the 





n street 
John—Kuphemia, I am _ ready If the 
worst comes to the worst, | have my thick 
Or Syd fu ralia) Bul ’ 

asieeeenes 











4 Wise One-—‘“Who are the plai 
people, anyhow?” 

“Well, 1 wouldn’t apply the term to 
the lady voters.’ Leuisville Courier 


Journal 


Poor Service—Jones— Mayor Bump 
says he is a public servant 

Bones—He is, but you ought to sec 
sorre of the stuff he serves them.—7 own 


/ opi § 


The Difficulty ‘It doesn’t follow 
that a successful business man can be a 
success in politics es 

- No?” 

“No. A man may be able to run a 
big business without any trouble at all 
but the minute he tries to run a big city 
he finds that he’s got to please everybody 
and that’s a job he knows nothing about 

Detroit Free Press 


Thankful For Something—* There s 
one thing I’m glad of anvhow,” said the 
patriarch 

“What’s that 
prodigal son 

“You didn’t get into politics and make 


father?” asked the 


your wastefulness so conspicuous as to 


call for a congressional investigation.’’- 


Washington Star 




















WET AND 
DRY 











The Dry Season— Ycast—Well, there's 
one consolation now that July ist has 
passed 

Crimsonbeak—What’s that, I'd really 
like to know? 

‘The postage stamps are only two 
cents now.” 

“Yes, but we're so dry we can’t lick 
*em.”’—Yonkers Statesman 


“Backward, Turn Backward” —In 
reminiscent mood, Colonel John E 
Finch writes of ‘‘Good Times” as the 
homefolks knew them: 

“Forty years ago every neighborhood 
had a barbecue and all the people helped 
to get it up on the fourth of July. Every 
body and his neighbor would meet and 
have a good dinner and a good time, with 
plenty of good old peaeh brandy and 
honey and mint to finish it with. Every 
thing passed off nicely; no fighting or 
fussing. Now, vou take a drink or two 
of this ‘white lightning’ and you will 
soon catch yourself trying to steal vour 
We heard a man say 
a few days ago that he bought a quart 


own pocketbook. 


of this potash whisky and set it on the 


mantelpiece. And the next morning 
the potash had eaten the bottom out of 
the bottle!"’—AUdanta Constitution. 


Triumohant Gaul 

















is signed!” 


‘It is signed! it 
“What, the Peace Treaty?” 
“No, the lease of an apartment.”—L¢ 


Rire (Paris) 





A Cruel Shut-Out 

















“My fiancée says that until we aic naineo ] can only kiss her on the forehead—and she 


hasn’t any!"—Flicgende Blaetter (E eri 

Getting Down to Details-—‘‘ Noth 
ing in this great wonderful world of ours 
was made in vain.”’ 

“Well,”’ observed Uncle Bill Bottlet »p, 
“maybe you can show me something to 
do with a perfectly good mint bed.’’— 
Washington Star. 


Every Day is Sundae—RKedd—Oh, 
vou’re a piker! 

Greene—What do you mean by that? 

“Why, you’ve only had four nut-sun- 
daes, and now you want to quit the 
bunch and go home!’’—Yonkers States 
man, 

Blue—* The world willsoon be dry.” 

“Cheer up. Other things will come 
along.” 

‘Bah! 

‘There’s the jazz dance, for instance.” 

“How am I going to jazz on ice-cream 
soda?”’—Louisville Courier-Journal 


Crushed Him—‘‘I’ll say this for 
prohibition.” 


“What?” 
It certainly gave the bar-fly an awful 
swat wat Di trotl Free Pre ss 


Even Now—‘Got up last night for 
a drink of water, went down two flights 
of stairs, got a tack in my toe, barked 
my shins and broke a chair.” 

“T would not go to all that trouble for 
a glass of rye.’ 
nal. 





-Louisville Courier-J our-. 





BAD 
BREAKS) 
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Journalistic Foresight—-CHICcAGco, 
Tuty 23.— Seven persons were killed and 
more than two score wounded, many 
of them seriously, in a renewal of race 
riots in Chicago.—New York Sun, 
JULY 20. 











Bold-face, Lower Case—‘‘ Bedroom, 
suit TWO YOUNG GENTS, dinner out; 
ALSO SHARE GIRL.” —Glasgow (Scot.) 
Citizen, advt. 


A Well-Dressed Deg--“*The lbttle 
five-year-old daughter of a well-known 
woman was gamboling in the park 
the company of a PEKINGESE DOG CLAI 
IN A STRIPED YELLOW AND WHTIF LINEN 
POWDERED WITH TINY SPRAYS OF FLOWERS 
AND A CABRIOLET HAT OF YELLOW GLAZED 
STRAW TIED WITH A NATTIER BLUE RIB- 
BON.” —London Daily Mail. 


Probably a Deaf-Mute— ‘For a few 
minutes, as they walked along together 
IN SILENCE, Mainson TALKED ol his 
holiday.” —Penny Pictorial 


Saving Daylight in India—‘ The 
time ball fell 2 seconds late, was hoisted 
again and dropped AT I P.M. CORRECTLY 
AT NOON to-day.”—Ragoon (India) Times. 
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Making Art Safe for Morality 





























\ Study from the Nude. 
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The Mouth of Babes 
little boy never tells a lie.” 

“T don’t know. I do know that at 
times he tells a lot of embarassing 
truths.”—Kansas City Journal. 


oe hope your 


Independent Thought— Mother— 
And are you learning anything in your les- 
sons in natural history in school, Ethel? 

















Sydney (Australia) Bulletir 


Ethel—I think I am, mamma 

“What have you learned?” 

“Well, it’s taught me to think that 
it wasn’t a cow that jumped over the 
moon at all; that it was a kangaroo,.”— 
Yonkers Statesman 


The Bare Fact— Dorothy § and 
Harold were visiting at their uncle 
Frank’s, who had grown quite bald since 
they had last seen him. Dorothy said, 
“Uncle Frank has not got much hair now, 
has he, Harold?” 

“No, not much hair, but he has a fine 
lot of head:’—Chicago Tribune. 
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Prune-time Pleasantries — “Well, 
I've got one for you this morning,” said 
the man with the red necktie, breezing 
into the breakfast room. ‘“‘Why is a 
woman like a flivver?” 

** ’Cause she costs a lot of money,” sug- 
gested the blonde typewriter. 

“Wrong,” came from the conundrum 
propounder 

‘““Because she has good lines,’ 
from a Ford owner. 

“Nix,” replied the 
prunes. 


’ 


came 


man, between 


“Because she knocks,”’ was the effort 
of the bank cashier. 

“No, you've all got to back up,” said 
the man behind the red tie. “Listen: 
Because she rattles along so.” —Yonkers 
Statesman. 


‘*Who’s been mark- 
asked Mr. Clip- 


Mental Splurge 
ing this Sunday paper?” 
ping. 

“T have,” answered Mrs. Clipping 

“Good heavens! If you were to buy 
all the articles marked in these depart- 
ment store advertisements it would cost 
me several thousand dollars.” 

“T have no intention of buying those 
articles,” replied Mrs. Clipping, calmly. 
“T was merely doing a little Sunday shop- 
ping.” —Birmingham Age-Herald. 

Fulsome—Woman may be a weak 
vessel, but she can hold a conversation. 


Florida Times-U nion. 


Abated Line 





Den Forargade Abborren—Han maite ha 


som nat daroppe. For en timme sedan bet 
jag av masken och han har dnnu inte satt pa 
nagon ny. 

The Angry Fish—That chav above must 
have gone to sleep. I took his bait an hour 
ago, but he hasn't sent me any more since! 


Kasper (Stockholm). 
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Should Have Known Better—“ Many 
divorces,” said Mayor Broening, of 
Baltimore, “are caused by a lack of tact. 
For instance, I met a Baltimorean the 
other day who looked horribly blue. 

“*What’s the matter?’ I asked him. 

‘*Matter enough,’ said he. ‘I’ve 
just had a terrible quarrel with my 
wife.’ 

‘Too bad,’ said I. ‘What was the 
quarrel about?’ 

“*She said,’ the man answered with 
a groan, ‘that a movie actress we saw 
last night was beautiful, and I agreed 
with her.’”’—Pittsburgh Chronicle-Tele- 
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Sree : , graph. 
A—yYour communism is stupid. If every thing were uivided today, in a very short time 
your portion would be gone. What then? , : ‘ ; 
B.—Divide again!—Nobelspalter (Zurich) Why They Crow Mr. Balfour 
Browne, K.C., of the Parliamentary Bar, 
= ae Prudence—‘‘Did you use diplomacy tells this one in his “Forty Years at the 
; when you discharged your cook?” Bar”: ‘“‘There was a legend in existence 


“I presume you might call it that,” at one time that whenever a lie was told 
answered Mr. Glipping. “I fired herover a cock crew. The derivation of the tra 
the telephone and hung up the receiver dition is obvious. Upon one occasion 
before the wire got hot.”— Birmingham this legend was being mentioned, and 














Dim Past—Valerie—I read such a  Age-Heraid. some one said, ‘If that is so, how do you 
dear old-fashioned story today account for the fact that cocks mostly 
Ethel—Do tell me! I love old-fash- Engaged—Gaiboy—Why did you leave crow about three or four o’clock n the 
ioned stories. your last place? morning?’ ‘That’—and the answer is 
Valerie—It was all about a woman Comely A pplicant—I was caught kiss- _escribed to Mr. Chamberlain—‘is owing 
who had an efficient maid and respectful ing my employer, sir. to the fact that at that hour the morning 
servants.—Town Topics. Gaiboy—Er—um—you can start to- papers are being published.’ ”’—Scottish 
morrow morning.—Edinburgh Scotsman. American. 


Trained—*Why do you keep this 
man? He doesn’t seem to know anything The Bargain Hunter 
about the business.”’ 
“He’s our expert witness.’’—Toledo | 


1) °: RY ree fi, ily 
Blad | Se Pay Ye |e 


Easy Ethics—Clerk—Why is it that I 
am so exhausted when night comes, do 
you suppose? 

The Boss—Well, if you would spend 
just half the energy in correcting your 
own faults that you spend in trying to 
invent ways to make others appear 
responsible for them, you would be Vf 
much less weary when night came, and Ww vs a6)" // // Al) Lite 
so would everybody else.— Philadel phia . y) A, N 
Ledger. us ie yi 
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Breaking It Gently—‘‘You were all 


gr ! 
- ) Pe M4 iy "m 
discharged?” 1 Te <a it vi A Tr Talal ii 


“But you lost your job.” , 572 

“It happened this way. The boss in- 
formed me in the kindest possible — The Heiress—Oh, papa! I’m in such an awful mess! I’ve got engaged to both the Duke 
ner that there would be aaa limit set for of Plankbunk and the Farl of Wackleboots! 
my vacation this year.” —Birmingham The Millionaire—H’mph! Just like your mother! Buying things you don’t want just 
Age-Herald. because they’re cheap!—T7.:2 Passing Show (London). 
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You Know the Kind 
I know a gent who’s on the go 
From early dawn till sunset glow 
The livelong day he’s buzzing round 
His desk with earnestness profound 
He hardly has the time to munch 
A nickel’s worth of home-grown 
lunch 
He’s in and out and here and there 





And frequently up in the air. 

You might infer the Atlas game 
Beside this job was trite and tame. 
He’s nutty on Efficiency, 

But when the dav is ended he 

Has not accomplished very much— 


He’s cursed with Slipping of the Clutch. 


{kron Times 


Safety First 
Just keep in mind 
Whene’er you ride, 
That trolley cars 
Can’t turn aside. 
—Detroit Free Press. 


Inexorable Terms 
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“Ne ter ous pas que la presence de votre be 


oer aiton 


gene pour les con- 


“Ou, } iP » Ds olnets sof 
Que voules-vous, m heres ami . pour mon jour de réception, Justine @ exigé une 
“Don’t you think that the presence of your maid in the drawing-room is somewhat of 


a damper on conversation?’ 
“But what can I do? 
at home.”—Le Péle-Méle (Pari 


Justine has stipulated the right of a *bridge-head’ at my afternoons 
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The Universal Tyrant 











Le Cordon Bleu—Cent cinquante francs par 
mois, vim a discrétion, personne dan ma 
cuisine, et il est bien enterdu que Monsieur 
et Madame prennent leurs repas en ville!” 

Union Cook—One hundred and fifty francs 
a month, access to the wine cellar, no one 
allowed in my kitcnen, and the family to take 
their meals in town.—Le Rire (Parts). 




















Hopeless Prospect — Varcella—No 
Man’s Land must have been terrible. 

Waver/v—Yes, and it affected me more 
than most people, you know. 

“Why?” 

“Because I am in the real estate busi- 
ness.” — Youngstown Telegram. 


Why He Sailed For Home—First 
Friulein—He told me that I was the 
first girl he ever loved. 

Second Friulein—When was it? 

First Fréiulein—Monday night. 

Second Fréiulein—Then he lied to me 
on Tuesday.—Bridgehead Sentinel 


Popular—“That Philanthropist was 
immensely popular among our forces in 
France.” 

“Sent over lots of socks and sweaters, 
eh?” 

“Naw. He cabled over all baseball 
scores every day.” — Kansas City Journal. 


A New Condition—‘‘ Well, the soldiers 
learned to sweep, wash and cook.” 

“Yep, the present crop of brides is 
geing to have a perpetual cinch.” 
Louisville Courier-J ournal. 


Still Kicking—Bacon—What’s the 
matter with your neighbor? 

Egebert—Why ? 

“He looks dejected since he got back 
from the war. Can’t he get his old job 
back?” 

“Oh, yes, he’s got it back.”’ 

“What’s he doing?” 

“Kicking about the hours and the 


pay.”—Yonkers Statesman. 






















































































Coto Feet! 
—Passing Show (London). 














Ce al 
4 6 
- ' 


TAY 


























History's New 
PAGE 
“The Moving Finger 

writes; and having 
writ, 
Moves On, nor all 
your Piety nor Wit 
Shall lure it back to 
cancel half a line, 
Nor all your tears 
wash out a word 


of it. 
—John Bull (Lon- 
don). 











Pacep! 
—Portland O egoniar 



































































Tue 


ISHMAELIT! 


N eve 


of the World (London) 















































BEGGARED! 


“Sic transit gloria mundi.” 


Cam pana de Gracia (Barcelona) 
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Mobtile 


N the prude, rude days 
of your nonage, when 
the stage was nothing 


if not artificial, “‘me- 
lerdrammer”™ held the 


By Perriton MAxXweELtli 


glimpsed from your seat 
under the proscenium box 


M e | O d rama at the extreme left of the 


theatre, isn’t the guilty 
party. At one stage of the 
game of “Butcher, butcher, 





boards against all theatric 
comers. The actor who 
should have so far forgotten his training and “the 
splendid old traditions of the art histrionic”’ as to talk 
like a human being, would have been booed into ob- 
livion and chucked from his profession body, boots and 
buskin. To mouth, strut, attitudinize was to hold 
“the mirror up to Nature.” The reflection must have 
made the dear old girl wince and count her wrinkles. 
Making a rounded period was a greater achievement 
than using the quotation marks of actuality. The 
play was the poor thing that converted a perfectly 
normal human into a raucous maniac, and mellerdram- 
mer was the actor’s vehicle that creaked loudest when 
the rusty wheels of plot and action revolved the fastest. 

And now melodrama has returned to its very own, 
but in the Kuppenheimers of “show me” sophistication 
and acute realism. Six new thrillers are playing on 
Broadway at the moment. Each bears the birthmark 
of melodrama undefiled, but, gosh all hemlock, 
how different from the frank and simple 
brand of the ancient Bowery 

In the old manner one knew by 
the middle of the first act who 
it was that killed Cock Robin, 
and when the village idiot 
cried out “That's him! I 
seen him stab Sir Reginald, 
with these very eves of 
mine,” you knew whose 
hands were stained with 
the No. 1 rouge of man- 
laughter in the first de- 
gree of makeup. It was 
then that you spread wide 
your palms, moistened 
your lips and prepared for 
the violent applause that 
had to follow the constable’s 
lines: “Tom Nutmeg, I ar- 
rest ye in the name o’ the law.” 
W hoopee! 

And now! Now you are led to 
suspect every member of the cast, from 
the gum-chewing office stenog. to the 
leading man’s white-wigged old mother. 
You are not at all certain that the 
electrician, whose shirt-sleeves you 















Vioterre Witson or “A Lowney 
Romeo” Company Looxinc PLeasep 
Witn Her Bycosn Heapcear. 


who is the butcher!” you 
have arrived at the conclusion, through your clever 
powers of deduction and the man’s protracted absence, 
that the leader of the orchestra is the honest to Al. 
Woods’ murderer. <A pleasant evening’s pastime this 
jig-saw puzzle of finding the man who did the dirty 
deed. And just when you’ve decided it is the nervous 
butler who justly awaits the steel bracelets of infamy, 
that quiet little mouse of a nursemaid who has had three 
lines and whom you have scarcely noticed, steps blandly 
forward, eyes front, and makes a nicely enunciated 
confession. 

But how much better the new way than the old! 
You get so much more today for your box-office after- 
the-war tax. There’s the play per se, the big punch 
and the exciting speculation. Modern melodrama has 
Wall Street beaten three ways from the ace in the mat- 
ter of guesswork, and into the bargain there is that 
delicious cerebral ooze which the psychoan- 
alysts, for lack of a longer name, call auto- 
hypnosis—the sensation of spoofing 
one’s ego by pretending there is a 

momentous problem tc be solved, 
all the while knowing perfectly 
well thatif, in spite of the heat, 
you keep your seat to the 
bitter “tag,” the playwright 
will unravel the knitted 
sleeve of care and general 
hugger-muggery. 
Critical highbrows 
dearly love to wallow in 
the phrase “the decad- 
ence of the modern drah- 
mah.” ‘That is their way 
of saying “punk.” They 
nourish a pet chilblain over 
the type of play which has 

no greater pretension than to 
furnish an evening’s entertain- 
ment. But there are still among 
us a few hardy managerial souls not 
afraid of keeping their fingers on the 
purse of the public, and to these savants 
of the stage we may confidently look to 
keep alight, with their dollars, the living 
torch of mellerdrammer. 
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GRAMMATIC MOMENTS 





“THe Five 





: - 
Mitton’ Wig IN STAGE DISCUSSIONS 
















































“Ar 9:45” 












Moity (Isabel Lamon)—Why don’t you leave 
us? I] thought you were supposed to learn to 
obey in the Army? 

“THe Five MILiion” 

Lieut. Apams (Ralph Morgan)—Still talking 
about the civil war, Grand-dad? 

Granp-pap (Charles Abbe)—War was war in 
those days, and in 1865 it ended just like it did in 
the present war. The world was made safe for every- 
one except the Democrats. 























Nin, the French 
wife—Phileep, 
geev me more 
money. 

Puit Bisnop 
Say, you may not 
talk English well, but 
that’s the first thing 
any wife learns to say 
in any language. 





















Marcaret Ciancy (Idalene Cotton)—I’m here to tell you, Captain Dixon, that my father was a cop when 
cops was cops. 
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; Danct 
y Cue \tconouic Biues. Fox trot 

‘ : LA Trompone. One-step. Played by S 
a Jazz Band. Pathé 22117. 

| The parching song of prohibition is a od 
' ida € as it is a ditty, its impassioned and ott 
» repeated “I’ve got the blues” —a sort of mino 

How dry I am!”—serving as a powerful fox 

t motif. “Lassus Trombone” is an adventure 

brazen syncopations; not enormously varied, 

et thoroughly active 
\r rue Jazz Bann Batt. One-step. 
Toxeapor Humoresqut Fox trot. Played 
_ Synco Jazz Band. Pathé 22122. 

Those Synco people again. You will ‘find 
them adepts at a jazz job. The first of thes 
selections is more easily danced to than de 
scribed. The second is a ragtime treatment 
the I weador Song from “*¢ armen,” cak ilated 
to make Bizet shimmy in his grave 

Beursp Your Smrxken Ver. Fox trot. 
He's Hap No Lovinc ror a Lonc. Lone Tm 
i. "layed by Green Brothers’ Orchestra. Pathé 22120 


\ fox trot idyl of the Orient, xylophonically 
told and played in excellent tempo. The othe 
uining a “One and Two and 


piece, however, cont 


I nree and Four, Rock a-Bye”’ digressior 9 
linked decidedly too fast and necessitates 
anging the speed regulator from the normal 


Sl 
een, 


position 
er Buppua. Fox trot 
Ruspana. One -step. Played by Acolian Dan 
a Orchestra. Aeolian-Vocalion 12166. 
Richness of rendering distinguishes thes« 


numbers. “Ruspana,” with its “Habanera’ 
is a rather good one-step; “ Buddha’ 
is a still better fox trot; but the effectivenes 
of these selections is d chiefly to the splet did 


aque 
Tr estra color and Variety 


nhr 1ses. 


ge 
a). Eni WaALtTz 


Karavan. Fox trot. Played by Acolian 
Orchestra. Aeolian-Vocalion 12165 
Unusually close yet clear harmonies of violins 

inging in waltz time, with a piano in the back- 

nd emphasizing the beat. “Karavan”’ is 
with weird Oriental drumming after 
anner of a hoochee-koochee Some of 
the \eolian dance records of previous months 


Dar 


ithrob 


were, for the sake of sheer prettiness, a trifle 
yver-suave—lacked incisiveness and elasticity of 
rhyt This record, however, and the one listed 
above it are as dynamic’as they are delightful. 
Gypsy Great. Fox trot layed by Emerson Xylo- 


Phiend 
Larrte ITALy Fox trot Played by Emerson 
Vilitary Band. Emerson 9201. 

Just why this is called “Gypsy Girl” isn’t 
altogether apparent, unless Gypsy girls are 
addicted to sudden syncopations. But anyhow, 
us clinked by these Xylo-Phiends, it is a rat- 
tling good dance number. “Little Italy” 
takes “O Sole Mio” and other Neapolitan 
treet songs and treats em raggy in the interest 
i fox trotting 


' ix Aly Dappy’s Arms. Fox trot. 


i Razzie-Dazzie. One step. Played by Lenzher 
, River Orchestra. Edison 50567 
7 Ed lifelikeness is he upplied to 7 


wi) reproduced wit perfect fidelit if 


by Bearaaw Hanrwas 


New 


Disco’s 





Phonograph Records 


SELECTIONS 




















G UVER 
wa Casi | 


THE 


K 


A274/ 


PRoOorFs OF 


ie 


Hy 


for 


Under the consecutive weekly head V aude 
Ue,” “Da **Concert,”” and “Oper D ’ 
ts appear r arly in JUDGE 
He ma a carcful stud all ti indard 
rds a ule nd from ti j th 
hich } nsiders most desir T) cok he 
lects from the month’s V aude r 
Di ladly answers quest regarding phor 
raph and Te ords « all mak H ll tell you 
/ h artist re , ur r) ele 
nd which con j ued them In coritin 
ddr 1 lot , rrr 
blaa. Not a single noise ( 1 tran 
mission And, incidentally, tl lections are 
lively and played with furious fer 
Miss TromBone. Fox trot 
Otp Gtory Gores Marcuinc On One-step 
Pla Dal n , Band. Ae lian-I on alion 
Ss 12167 
\ slippery day in trombone land and no skid 
chau The other tune is m: rtial and march 
like, wit! ill the augustness cabaret patriot 
ism. Both are breezily done 
Tue Rep Lantern. Medley fox trot. Played by 
Waldorf Astoria Dance Orchestra 
Mammay’s Luttasy. Waltz. Played by Happy 
S Columbia 7 


advertising 





New Sone, 


THE 


TREBLE 


certain films by means of songs. A blurt 
verse form is written, summarizing the f 
glowing terms, and this is assigned to a 
poser whe evolves a tune to carry it. 17 
melodic advertisement is then let loose up 


the public. Sometimes, as was the case wit 

Mickey,” it is tresh and clever and belies 
made-to-order cha More often it 
ust dull. We shall be interested to sce to what 
extent public will pay money for 
idvertisements. 

“The Red Lantern,” made into a fox t 
from the blurb song of that name, is rath 
better than the average of the tribe—nerhay 
from its musical indebtedness to a well-know1 
au from and Delilah,” and it i 
varied by other tunes. Furthermore it enjoy 
fortune of being played by a most 
excellent dance orchestra. “* Mammy’s Lullaby,’ 
prettily crooned, is an unusually attractive 
waltz in spite of ing anythin 


acter. 


th 
1 


the 


“Samson 


the good 


its not advertis 


; Sanp Dunes 
Wuere tHe LAnrerns GLow. 

by Novelty Five. Acolian-} 17164 
We have listed “Sand Dunes” several time 
before, but are glad to do so again, as it is a 
mighty good these chaps play it 
pleasingly indeed. “Where the Larcerns Glow’ 


One-step. 
Fox trot 


Played 


one-step, and I 





is a new number and a colorful one. 

[~~ Yewtrmnc Hounp Buves. Fox trot. 

| Just Anotuer Goop Man Gone Wronc. Fox 
trot layed by Louisiana Five Jazz Orchestra 

| Columbia 42742. 

ay These jazz assaults mark the début of the 
Louisiana Five with Columbia. Under cover 
of a heavy barrage a daredevil clarinet hurtles 


nadly to victory over quietude—truly a leader 
that one is impelled to follow as do the Yelping 
Hounds. Just another good clarinet gone 


rong! 
Next 


She Ought 


By Rut 


** Concert.” 


week- 


to Know Better 
HERFORD RENNIE 


MONG friends, it is hard to be famous. 
As soon as I got a job, I telephoned 

Dorothy to let her know I was on the road to 
success and happiness. 

“Hello,” says I, “is that you?” 

“Yep,” says Dorothy, “this is me.” 

“Well,” says IT, “now I can speak freely. 

This is me.”’ 

“Oh,” says Dorothy, “is that you?” 

“Listen.carefully, Dorothy,” says I 
got a job.” 

“No.” 

“Ves. C’n I come to see you to-morrow 
morning at 10.30?” 

“What’s wrong? 


‘I’ve 


Are you crazy?” 

“Not crazy,” says I—‘‘busy. That’s the 
only time I have off. I am on a morning 
newspaper and work nights.’ 

Then says Dorothy, doubtfully: 

“What are you—the night watchman?” 











Star Shadows 








; , ° : 
Hrpotrro Lazaro Practices Dark Ton: Cantor Rosensiatr Massaces 
rHE O_p MELODEON 


Frances ALDA J-NITS INTO THE 
NIGHT FoR Fipo 




















4 DE SEGUROLA STRIVES TO PLEAs! 
Exactinc Evernay 


i 


Pau. Remers AND THE O_p FoLKsoNnGs 


vt Homi 
































EVENTIDE AND THE TELLEGENS NCLUDING Mase. Garrison Unsosoms AN ARIA Frrepa Hempet Fonpty FAREWELLING 
Geratpine F, IN THE Dusk Sweet Day 












ireepre ssiete, 








it “Shall I blow you a ring 
O Algernor ! sudden 
7 


—Illarcard Lam poor 


$ 18 8O 


S-s-sh! 
On the moonlit beach 
Daughter—W hat are the wild waves saying? 
Mother—Don’t listen, my dear. If they’re 
as wild as they look, I’m sure it isn’t anything 
very nice.—Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern 
Good-By! 
Little bank roll, ere we part, 
Let me clasp you to my heart 
All this year I've 
You've 


clung to you, 
been faithful and also true. 
Little bank roll, then some day 
Some sweet Jane will come this way 
lo this gay and festive spot; 
I'll remain but you will not 

Penn State Froth 
Might Be if She Did 


4 woman and her daughter were at sea dur 





ing a terrific storm. After a silence of some 
time the mother asked 

‘Are vou seasick, dear?” 

“No, I think not, mother,” replied the girl, 
“but I’d hate to yawn.” —Nebraska Awgwan. 





With the College, Wits 


Joyous, 


if They Had Been Written Today 
\ jug of buttermilk, 
Some bread, and thou.—Omar. 
| gulp my sorrows down 
Or see them drown 
In tancy draughts of Bevo brown Arnold 
Or leave a kiss but 


And I'll not 


in the cup 


ask for cocoa Jonson 


Why, tl 


L grasshopyx ! ( ret 


1is same tea has made me as light as 


Fill every be ker 
cheering lemonade.—Gree 


men, pour forth the 


up Mm\ 


Who does not love milk, women 


Remains a fool the whole da 


and song 
\ long | A) 


| An »k 
The Bibl 


not upon orangeade when it is red. 


Fetch me a quart of cherry smash; put a 


toast in ‘t.—Shakespeare. 


Malted milk enough Cleopatra’s health to 


drink.—Shakespeare.—Penn State Froth. 
A Curiosity 
Blxt—Who is that guy over there? 
Keyw—He’s the fellow what takes notes in 


philosophy lecture.—Princeton Tiger 








Stud Eve 
Stewed—No, only 


r drink gasolin 


benzine; it's more refined. 
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you nor against you.”’ 























* Judas” 
—California Peli 


The Appealing Factor 


he only son’s engagement had just been 

announced. ) 

Sis—Absolutely no class! 

Wa—Why, that girl lives in Fargo! 

tuntie—She’s going to be fat. 

U'ncle—Bow-legged, that’s what she is 

First Cousin—She ought to have more hard 
cash. 

Second Cousin—Can’t see her for dust—she’s 
stuck up. 

Son (thoughtfully)—Well, there’s one good 
thing about her. 

Chorus—W hat’s that? 

Son—She hasn't a relative on earth. 

Pa-—Grab her, my boy, grab her.—Val 


Record 


This Sure is Insagne 
Said the man who was drinking champagne 
“T will never see this agagne, 
From now on I think, 
That all I may drink, 
Will closely be likened to ragne.”’ 
Stanford Chaparral 


Neutral 


“Cynthia is an indifferent dancer. 
isn’t she?’ 
“Ves, I’ve noticed that—she is neither 


Penn State Froth. 


awfully 


with 








ith 
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THE TITAN THIRT 


Tantalizingly Terrible With Its 


HE car with the flexibility of oil, the strength of wild hor 
ind the control of a baby-carriage 
‘Twenty year thead of all other irs ind thre 
ead of itse if 


he Ut plan Dream of Engineers and Motorists 
Automobile Scientists have long struggled with the problem, ** How 


t 
can we get even with the publi by giving them in uneven numb 








Terrific Thirteen Titanic Cylinders! 


linder 51 And jul icce ry department solved the problem: 


‘**Put the extra cylinder in the tool box.” And there it is 
Accessible, non f 


, 
notice to be instal 


consuming of gasoline, yet ready at a minute’s 
led with the aid of our Titan (patented) button- 


hook and shoe-horn 
When vou see these pecifications, vou ll wonder how we ever 
ened thas nder at it ourselve 


SPECIFICATIONS 


COLOR. Vivid green with pink running gear \ parti 
appealing back-to-nature combination : 

SEATING CAPACITY Roadster, 2 persons; special fig-leaf bod 
(You'll blush when you see it.) 

POSITION OF DRITER. Right side up, even on curves 

WHEELBASE. 154 inches. Will turn in any 10 acre field 

GAUGE. 50 inche Giving that piercing arrow effect 

WHEELS. Cast-iron We were formerly in the wheelbarrow 
busines and have a lot of old stock to be used up 

FRONT TIRES 35x 3% An odd size; in fact, the whole machine 
is odd. The tires are inflated in our factory with special brand of 
publicity-agent hot-air, an inexhaustible source and incurabl) 
resilient 

REAR TIRES. 34x 44. Solid rubber —proof against blow-outs 

SERVICE BRAKE. Pressure on right foot pedal releases differ 


ential and most of rear axle construction, which instantaneously 


drops to road and forms a positive and efficient drag Mag 
netized frame picks up “‘drag”’ automatically when foot is 1 


leased 

EMERGENCY BRAKE. We believe an accident policy is the best 
insurance against emergency, and have arranged it so that our 
agents can write a full liability policy for you 

CYLINDERS. Thirteen! Oh, we're proud of that number, once 
unlucky—now destined to be a panacea for all motoring evils 

HORSEPOWER. Indeterminable. Some say 30, some say go. We 
believe it must be about 41. C.O. D. rating 

LUBRICATION. Splash with percolating pump. 

RADIATOR. A new plan—regular tubular type for winter with 
refrigerator equipment for summer 

COOLING SYSTEM. Syphon system designed by one of the best 
ex-bartenders from Broadway 

IGNITION. Special clause in fire insurance policy protects you or 


? 
that Easy combustible type 
MOTOR. Highly indignant type. Responds to the least insinuation 
of the driver. Designed by one of the great tinsmiths in the 


famous Ford asvlum 
CARBURETOR. Especially designed for the ‘Titan Thirteen—will 
run with gasoline, kerosene, vaseline, asperin or antiphlogistine 
STARTER. Equipped with the ever-sure Armstrong self-com 
mencer Nothing to get out of order No batteries to 1 


down 


THE TITAN TERRIBLE THIRT 


BUNKERS, 


LIGHTING Che newest improved indirect lighting—at no cost 
is it all comes from the other car This ts a feature which make 
a hit renerally telegraph pole). 


ye! Ail\ 

STEERING GEAR. Worm and hook type (whence came the 
famous saving in the trade **The worm will turn’’) 

EXHAUST. Your patience will soon take care of this feature 

SPRINGS. Semi-lunatic front and three-quarters rheumatic rear 
the farther back you get in the car the greater that Titan rheu 
matic sensation becornes 

{XLES. Three-quarter floating rear axle and the front one i 
little better tied. We hide the secret of its floating buoyancy 
it’s an exclusive Titan patent 

CLUTCH. The famous Cohen clutch with a very natural grasping 
dispositi DI It does take hold! 

GEAR SHIFT. The motor is so flexible that you never have to 
shift gears. In view of this unusual condition we omitted the 
gears entirely. Think what a saving in weight that means. 

INTAKE. That is a special feature demonstrated by our sales- 
agent when you buy a ca! 

BEARINGS. ‘inkling bearings throughout 

UPHOLSTERING. Special reinforced concrete, mauve color—and 
durable as Gibraltar You'll feel the 18-inch depth f it the first 
bump you go over 

LIMOUSINE MODEL. Designed by one of the best aquarium de 
signers in the country \ purchaser of a Titan is generally a 
gold fish (or a sucker), and our car fits your personality 

PRICE. And now about the price. Ah, we knew that would com 
up in your mind sooner or later. Our satisfied customers say 
‘It is priceless.”’ We are offering the first lot—our production 

limited, remember—of only 75,000 cars at an introductory 
price of $7,456.28. That includes the freight from Yonkers to 
New York, the war tax (and an amusement tax which our agent 
pay the Government when they make a sale), and complete tools 
and equipment, including a robe rail and bird cage in the limou- 
sine type. 

3ut you must see it to appreciat t It’s low price, we fe 
discredits it 

DELIVERY. Any time after we get your certified check or cas! 

j 


that you are really sold before 


hese cars are so much in demanc 


uu buy. See our agents at once—you may be too la eve 


iow. Or write us direct at Box 23 


EEN MOTOR WORKS, LIMITED 


New York 


When answering this advertisement mention “Silly Stories it identifies you 
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Dinner of Herbs 


By D. B. Van 


H, HENRY,” moaned Mrs. Grimley, 

with a face of tragedy, “Hilda left 

this 
warning!” 

“I am glad to hear it,” remarked Grimley, 

unmoved, “that girl was a menace not only to 


BuREN 


afternoon without a word of 


the crockery but to the whole theory of social 
dynamics. 
in maids to leave has been increasing until to- 


For some time past, the tendency 


day, under the law of the acceleration of ten- 
dencies, any maid who stays more than a month 
in one place is a paradox. The persistence of 
Hilda in hanging on here over six weeks threat 
ened to destroy the fabric of socicty 

“I know nothing of that,” retorted Mrs. 
Grimley, “but I do know that she destroyed a 
perfectly good lemon meringue pie before she 
went. She threw it on the floor, face down, and 
tore off in a rage just because I told her she 
ought not to wear a dirty apron when waiting 
on table. It’s outrageous!” 

“Indeed it is,” agreed Grimley, soothingly, 
‘much like throwing a dead cat into a prayer 
meeting However, 
We are simply in the 


amusing, but scandalous. 
it’s idle to get fussed. 


fell clutch of a tendency, and sensible people 





— 


~ 
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do not waste invectives on tendencies One 
might as well quarrel with the equator!” 
‘It is all well enough for vou to take it 


lightly,”’ commented Mrs, Grimley, “you don’t 
have to bake and boil and sweep, and you never 
could see dust, anyway. I could write my name 
on any table in the house this minute!”’ 

“One advantage of a 
observed Grimley, politely, ““but you should 
learn, my dear, that the true philosopher takes 
serious matters lightly light matters 
seriously, thus keeping life on an even keel 
And in this 
particular instance, there is balm in Gilead. 
When I think of the awful temper of that girl, 
I am inclined to agree with Solomon that a 


liberal education,” 


and 


despite the utmost malice of fate 


dinner of herbs and contentment 


“And you know you loathe spinach!” 
snapped Mrs. Grimley, “but this much I'll 
tell you. Unless you can manage to take se- 


riously the serious business of peeling potatoes, 


you will find where philosophy lands its vo- 
taries. Some are on the kitchen table. The 
rest are where Hilda threw them. If they’re 


ready when I come down, dinner will be only 
an hour late; if they aren’t, I wash my hands 
of all responsibility.” 

the 


began Grimley, but the 


‘I wish you would wash potatoes in 


lady had 


stead 


30 


noon 


These 


creatures do the best they cal 
But I'd prefer a Gentlemar 


arrives 


the gentle Zep! Vr 





vanished into a region whither Grimley did 


not presume to follow her. 
* * * 

“It has been said, my dear,” observed Grim- 
ley, tentatively pushing a chop around his plate, 
“that in cookery, as in most arts, a first-class 
amateur is equal to most professionals.” 

“You needn’t be leading up to anything,” 
replied Mrs. Grimley, suspiciously, giving up 
the potatoes as a bad ,job, “I detest cook 
ing!” 

“Oh, ceriainly, certainly,” agreed Grimley, 
“my remark had no bearing on the present situ 
ation and I did not intend to imply that you 
can cook. I was merely generalizing.” 

“Indeed!” said Mrs. Grimley, coldly, “there 
appears, then, to be a lack of agreement be 
tween what you said and what you implied 
It is a good thing that I can usually guess what 
you mean, when you happen to mean anything 
regardless of what you say, otherwise, I migh' 
occasionally lose my temper.” 

* Anvhow, I give your cooking credit for one 
thing,”’ continued Grimley, carelessly running 
past the danger signal, “it is hygienic! Char 
coal is notably cleansing to the digestive tract, 
and taken as medicine, these potatoes 

“Oh, don’t be so fearfully fussy about vour 
eating!”’ broke in Mrs. Grimley, “if the pota 





























oes are a trifle overdone, it is the fault of the 
ras stove!” 
‘Gas stove, indeed,” commented Grimley 
ith withering sarcasm; 
1e when I pointed out that running a gas stove 
» cook a meal and running a foundry cupola 
o melt pig iron are two different things, this 
ouldn’t have happened. To me, the control 
if a gas stove is simplicity itself 
xercise a trifling measure of judicious super 
ision, and turn off the gas when the things are 


“if you had listened to 


You merely 


me. But you would have your own way! 
Happily, there is still a pie, which we may ven 
ure to hope But as he caught a whiff of 


he scented gale, he stopped short, fear clut« h 
i at his heartstrings. 
Henry,” asked Mrs. Grimley in a like 
the breaking off of a chunk of ice from a glacier 
vhat is it that I smell? 
They must be having pancakes and baked 


VoOIce 


ipples next door,” he answered, but his tone 
icked conviction 

Henry,” said Mrs. Grimley, with growing 
severity, “when I burned my hand and went 
ipstairs to fix it, did I not tell you plainly to 
atch the pie? Did I not tell you to be sure 


ind turn off the gas the instant it got brown on 
It’s the piel” 

“Holy Jerusalem! 
stricken Grimley, bounding fron 


making for the kitchen 


top 
cCjac ulated the « onscience 
/ 


his seat ar 


Oh, there’s no hurry now,” called out Mrs 
Grimley, bitterly, “three or four hours more 
von't make the slightest difference,”’ and she 


followed him at her leisure 
\pparently, the blessing of heaven had not 
for the pie still 


rested on his efforts at rescue 


smoldered in its cavern and he was sucking a 


blistered finger 





Maren 


Drown by Hy 


‘It seems @ trifle scorched,” he muttered, as 
well as the impeding finger would let him, and 
his eves had the pathetic appeal of an animal 
in a trap 

‘A trifle 
the help of thexspoker and a couple of towels she 


scorched!”’ cried the lady, as with 
hauled the smoking mass from the oven and 
\ trifle scorched! All I 
can run a gas 


stove as you would a foundry cupola, without ex 


laid it on the table 


sav is that anyone who would 


ercising a measureof judicious supervision 
But “My 
he said, momentarily removing his finger from 


Grimley interrupted her dear,” 


his mouth, “‘what you say may be true, but it’s 


damned monotonous. If instead of parodying 


my remarks you will note how aptly this littl 


contretemps illustrates my theory, and _ will 
take the lesson to heart 
“T shall advertise for a girl to-morrow,” de 


cided Mrs. Grimley; ‘‘*meanwhile, there is some 
lettuce ‘which will aptly illustrate your other 
theorv about the dinner of herbs.” 

“In which connection,’ observed Grimley 
“T beg vou will note that the success of the meal 


is conditioned upon the absence of contention 


‘You began it!” said Mrs Grimley 
“But now I drop it,’ retorted Grimley, as 


thev returned to the unfestive board, now coldly 


blooming with lettuce It merely remains to 
add that while one amateur cook may equal a 
professional two are the devil! Pass the oil 
ind vinegar.” 
* And the cayenne?’ 
‘God forbid! 


suggest ive ‘ss 


inquired Mrs. Grimley. 


replied Grimley ‘It’s too 


On the Liner 
“Who is that awfully sea-sick chap?’ 
“He is a writer of sea stories.” 


H. C. or L 


Jim, sf thes 


THe 
laugh, d mt tl 


31 





RB Doucl ASS 


The Almost Perfect Gir] 
M ALLOCH 

HER cheeks are like the red, red ros« 

Her eves are like the dawn, 


Her heavenly brows the fairest snows 
Light ever shone upon. 

Her teeth are like twin rows of pearl 
To charm the heart of man. 

I know that I could love that girl 
But she says “different than.”’ 

She has a form like Venus had 
Each line a line of grace, 

\ form to make an artist glad, 
As perfect as her face 

And yet she'll never steal away 
Chis heart of mine—because 

So many times I’ve heard her say 


‘He don’t” 


or else ‘“‘yvou was. 


She has a like music—she 


Delights the eve and ear; 


voice 


rhere is no mortal melody 
Phat 
\las 
I like her voice 
Upon my consciousness she jars 
When she says “get 


would rather hear 
one tault the music mars: 


and yet 
“git ” for 


Looking Backward 


\t an army mess for officers a First Loot 
was served with two fried eggs. As the eggs 
were a light green color and smelled musty he 
called the mess sergeant and said, “‘ Sergeant, 
I would like to see the cook who fried these 
eggs, immediately.” 

“Sorry, sir,” answered the M.S 


discharged three months ago.”’ 


‘but he was 
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ammus 2UeNt What the New York Theatres Are Offering Their Warm-W eather Patrons 
By P.M. 
Sx DY at 5 aw . — ——E 
Fae 

| t \pam AND Eve—Longacre. A latter-day ‘Sue's A Goop Fettow—Globe. The 
. 2 - Garden of Eden that blooms with “good fellow”’ is a lineal descendant 
: . wt J j some familiar perennials. of Charley's Aunt, very well done. . 
a. 42 Ar 9:45—Playhouse The gangster Sue Woutp anv Sue Divo—Vanderbilt 
: | 7 spirit haunts the plot heavily shrouded Grace George makes sport of the 





in the mantle of mystery golf-course. 


























*Betrer "OLte, Tue—Booth. ‘Ullo Bill lHUNDER—Criterion. Alias “Sunrise,” 
and his pals defy the heat, the ticket the dawn that comes up like “Thun- 
profiteers and the arrival of Peace. der” across a managerial dispute over 

CHALLENGE, THE—Selewyn. Bolshe- titles. 
‘COHAN & HARRIS = aewerdSti0 39 East—M Elliot. “*W1 
Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2:20 vism laid low by the Blinn who Hol- 39 EAST —Maxine Liltot, 1en love is 
COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT brooks no compromise young tis hard to have the othe: 
Th ROYAL VAGABOND Cuu Cun Cuow—Centur Lots of boarders always around. 
e chin-chin and heaps of spectacular lHose WHo Wak tn Darkness—48t/ 
A COHANIZED OPERA COMIQUE chcew-chow Street Che wages of melodrama 
Crimson Auisi, THe—Broadhurst \ __ gloom 
stabbing affray traced to its melo- Too Many Husspanps-—//udsor \ 
tre, West 42nd Street, Eves 8.20 | ? » a . : , . 
)REPUBLIC : Matinees, Wednesday and Saturday 2.20 iramatic lair moral for the man who remains to 
'.” A. H. WOOD presents | AST IS \\ EST A ? \ oproken china long trom his own hearthstone. 
A VOICE IN THE DARK __ "4,225.00" vonet we Dani TasRapsbic. 
Five Miuios, THe—Lyr Doughboy conviction for crime via broken ear 
A New Play by Ralph E. Dyar loings when the girl left behind drums and smoked ey eglasses. 
come right to the home front *ZIEGFELD Froiic—Cocoanut Grove \ 
"YC "VCD THEATRE, Bway & 38th 8 “| — fairv-tale fo . sophisti -dT.B 
KNICKERBOCKER E8283" %u2WU 42% | *Fouuies or 1g1g—New Amsterdam. fairy-tale for the unsophisticated T. B 
JOHN CORT’S NEW MUSICAL COMEDY Beauty and the feast on a rooftop M 
‘LISTEN, LESTER 2) ‘Oars oF 19t9—44th Street. Hilarity “Indicates musical 
: * . plays host to happy housefuls. oii . 
{ *GREENWICH VILLAGE FoLiies—Green- The Seats of the Mighty 
ASTO Broadway and 45th Street. Evening, 8:15 vich Village The heart-scenter of \ certain captain went calling upon the 
Matinees Wedne day and Saturda: 2:15 a, ° “ 99 , llage belle Che old k yet wnt 
WITH FAY frivolous “got ‘em,” transfers to the village Dei le old man Kept a very vicious 
EAST IS WES BAINTER | art center of bibulous Gotham. house-dog, and upon the occasion of the officer's \ 
if JouN Fercuson—Fx/ton Heavv- call, the dog was untied. When the fearsome 
, 87 : a2. » wake « canine had finished with the captain, the seat l 
A f BOOTH 15:2 8i0c2 test ot Broadway, Bvenings 5:30 browed tragedy stalks in the wake of is captain, the sea 
if Matinees We Inesday and Saturday 2: 30 popular approval. of the latter’s trousers was missing. His 


iy THE BETTER "OLE *La. La. Lucitte!—Henry Miller. Farce brother oflicers joshing him about his predica H 








' of the common or bedroom variety. ment asked if the girl was worth risking his 
: Licutnin’—Gavety. Still striking in the anatomy in that fashion. The captain replied H 
, - sé — . awe ¢ rau @ hi ’ 
Ps WINTER GARD Byer gat Sock Sesest same old place and way. Maybe not. But I have always been willing 
™ 


7 Matinees * TEN -oTER! “nicke 74 . . to give up my seat to any lady! 
Monte Cristo Jr a Listen, Lester!—A nickerbos ke r. Crude I 
+ ° & Sat comedy redeemed by dancing elves. 
= *LonELY Romeo, A—Casino. How can 
Lew Fields be lonely surrounded by 








eh: \ 














‘ RAS wens 2 
such perfectly lovely choristers? x, jf A ae 
*Mipnicgut Wuiri—Century Grove. A F OA aT S pres} wien \ 
summer shower of girls and jazz. 1 Pe Sateen tii icon vis 2 Qperr ae” 
LZ | *“Monte Cristo, Jr.—Winter Garden. see , - 
Pa. The Bridge of Thighs thronged by Ras fC SHALMERS 
Sey sg ee — airily attired sirens. i a | GD RUAER ‘} Fe 
" Nicutie Nicgut—Princess. No relation - 
BaseBatt “ Bucs to “Those Who Walk in Dark- Be 
ness.” 
An Extra Touch *Ou, WHat a Gire!—Shubert. An aged Hi 
Gimme a ham sandwich, quick!” called a plot revivified by the last word in 
customer in the rapid fire restaurant backless-gowned shimmy-shakers. 
‘Eat it here or take it with you?” asked Rep Dawn, Tue—3o0th Street. Bolshe- 
Heloise, the waitress vist idiocy impinging on the common 
Both, if it’s all the same to you,” returned | sense of the community. Pr 
the customer. “ Yaw-haw! haw!” | ReGcurar Fetter, A—Cort. Delightful rey 
‘Old stuff!”’ commented a sagacious guest, comany, featuring two automobiles j 
after the purchaser of the sandwich had de and a horse—as well as the hero. el 
parted, still chuckling in appreciation of his *RoyaL VacGasonp, THEe—Cohan v 
own wit Hostetter’s Almanac, 1872.”’ Harris. Inverted comic opera stand- | Drawn by Noxmanx Axtuony 
i ‘Ye-ah, I know,” said the young lady. “ But ards improved by the inversion SE Sey eae a 
} the boss makes us do it—he says a pleased | *ScANDALS oF 1919—Libert Fox trot- ahi oF Aquarium? nu 
customer is his best advertisement.”’ ting calumny. ‘What theatre is that playi r - 
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D Private J. R. Swirzer. Mar Ra 
Washington, D. ¢ 


Ho, Hum! That tranve; here | am at 

me, but I swear I heard Reveille.” 

The Turning Point 
By Howarp C. KecLey 


Ek was full of crazy notions. I once saw 
him point a gun 

\t a man and then declare it wasn't loaded 
just for fun 

| had seen him light his pipe while seated on a 
powder keg; 

He slept upon a railroad track one day and lost 
a leg. 

He had done enough fool things to prove that 
he was short on brain, 

So us townfolk got together and had him de 
clared insane. 


We were all down at the depot when they 
hustled him away. 

\nd it happened that I took a short ride on the 
train that day. 

| noted his behavior, and I heard the things he 
said, 

Feeling sure that, of all men, he was the queer 
est in the head, 

But | changed my mind about him, as I sat 
there on the plush, 

His keeper wrote and mailed a letter marked 
‘Important! Rush:”’ 


An Efficacious Remedy 

“VW hy is it, Brether Johnson re inquired the 
Presiding Elder, ‘that nowadays you seldom 
repeat any bright sayings of your children?” 
They’ve just about quit making ‘em,” 
eturned Gap Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark 
Whenever one gits off anything that fetches 
laugh it sorter makes the rest jealous, 
ul they climb him and give him a frailing. 
nd ‘pears like if that hain’t a cure for wit it 

ore discourages it powerful.” 
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DEITIES 


‘The Utmost in Cigarettes’ 
Plain End or Cork Tip 


People of culture and refinement 
invariably PREFER ‘Deities 
to any other cigarette 


30% 


Mahers of the Hest Gy Te 
ond | gapin ( qurvtirs Foxtrar) 








What Is Success? 


Y OU must read what Maurice Switzer, business 
executive, economist, poet and humorist, 
has to say on the subject in 


CASHING IN 


ON WHAT YOU’VE GOT 


Just extra good common sense attractively and 
wittily served up. Every word is golden for those 
who are able to appreciate that cashing in on what 
we have is entirely possible if we will follow some 
few fundamental maxims. Maurice Switzer has 
produced an unusual type of literature ; it is unique 
in its humorous qualities and philosophical insight, 
combined with practical everyday advice. 

There is the flavor of Emerson, a suggestion of 
Arnold Bennett, and a dash of George Ade in this 
book. Don’t miss reading it. Send your order 


in today. $1.00 Postpaid 
LESLIE-JUDGE CO., 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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“A Smart Hotel for Smart People’’ ROMEIKE’ on PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 


Metropolitan in vers respect, yet homey in 
atmosphere : We will send you all newspaper 








i clippings which may appear about you, y ourfriends, or any sub- 
HOTEL WOLCOTT } i | ject on which you may want to be “up-to-date.” Every news- 
+ | paper and periodical! of importance in the United States and 
urone is searched. Terms $6.00 per 100 notices. 
Thirty-First Street, by Fifth Avenue, New York i HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 





» 
Very desiraple for women traveling alone ; Ee 
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Not an experiment but the happy 

and tangible result of 133 years of pro- 

gressive brewing by four generations of 
the Evans’ family 


U p-to-date Grocers, Druggists and Dealer 
. EVANS & SONS Katablished 1786 HUDSON, N.Y. | 
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open spaces. He had military bearing, soldierls 
appearance, more stomach than a canal horse, 
a club and a heavy regulation six-shot trench 
mortar hanging from a belt around his waist 
He looked more formidable than a box turtle 
And was. For the quiet, barrack-loving soldier 
who wanted to get the most out of the army 
and spend his time off washing his leggings 
and practicing cadence, he held no terror 
But for the birdie who wanted to get out ot 
the most in the army and who preferred some 
handy excitement to future 


A Doughboy’s Memories 
By Ex-Prr. C, W, 
WP. 


with the documentary evidence 
the harbinger of hard luck—the 
forerunner of plenty of penance and the 
A private soldier, skip- 
ping lightly back to camp on a self-extended 
pass, who fouled his rigging on a brusque, 
hard-boiled M.P., quickly changed his attitude 
toward life. Just the moment he came into 
that presence he was 5.W.O.L. (Sure Without was the nifty little goblin. 

Luck And then the scenery shifted. When An M.P. was always friendly. He would 
a crime perpetrated against military stop a soldier any time to carry on a conversa 
law and an M.P. landed the malefacting troop- tion. And he was as garrulous as W. Irving said 
the soft and limpid duties of barrack and Rip Van Winkle’s wife was. He could ask 
field become rich memories on a background more questions than a boarding-school girl 
on her Christmas vacation. 
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most important health invention of 
juvenates the Human Body It pro 
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shortened improves circulation and er 


reat the body. it will i renee ine oer: oe. ©. 


This University discovery is the 


the century Itremakes and re 
normal spines. It frees tm pe ged and a nerves, corr 


7 
' 
’ 
! 
/ 
- 
i 


i 
f 
, 





NDICULACTOR C 








And the soldier, with a con 


a oceg —_— + 


= 
7- 


——— 


Cuticura Heals 
‘Skin Troubles 


roubles 


All druggists; Soap 25, Ciptmens S and ©. a 
Sample each free of * ‘Outicara, Dept. 5. 
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Let a Wounded Soldier Read 
This Copy of JUDGE When 
You've tinished Reading It 


The Army authorities tell us they can't begin to supply 
the soldier demand, especially in the hospitals, for good 

tiodicals. There never are enough JUDGES to go ‘round 
Sim ply place alc stamp on the cover and drop in the 


nearest mail box. Uncle Sam will do the rest. 





FOR HEADACHE ANO NEURALGIA 
ANTI-KAMNIA 


TABLETS 


Oc & 25 PACKAGES 











HOTEL BINGHAM -- Philadelphia 


IN THE CENTER OF EVERYTHING 


ARGE well lighted and comfortable rooms 
running water in every room. Only hotel having direct 
Subway and Elevated connection with all railroad 

station... fernes and department stores. Roof Garden. Club 
Breakfast. Special Luncheons. Rooms without hath, $1.50; 
with hath, $2.00 up FRANK KIMBLE, Manager. 


Hotand cold 








of golden haze 
trite heart filled with noble resolutions, broke 
down under the dismay. Propping his chin 
in his hands, with his elbows on the guardhouse 
gazed woefully out and asked 
for sufficient strength to get through the 
hardship and a little extra, after he graduated, 
and annihilate the raucous-throated, 
liberty-croaking M.P. who reduced him thus 
to the absolute zero of army individuality. 
One brush with an M.P. was usually enough. 
Before the brush the 


casement, he 


to locate 


soldier considered most 
anything that novel. Following it, he 
weighed every suggestion and then 
of trusting to luck and plunging heedlessl) 
counted up to ten, shook his 
head and decided to remain in camp and cleat 


was 
instead 
in, he quietly 
up the holes in his O.D. breeches 

An M.P. was bogey the army 
the prevailing idea, the cynosure of 
the big crash and the loud reverberation. He 
bore a, peculiar relation to the army. He 


for course 


all eyes, 


was 
the main source of supply for courts-martial 
and the principal support of the guardhouse 
He preserved the form outlined at Stony 
Point. And if he overlooked anything it was 
because he couldn't switch his readin’ glasses 
for his long-distance spectacles quick enough 
to lamp the point 


The M.P. lurked. Also, 
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he patroled the 


And frequently 
he got altogether too impertinent. This held 
true particularly after dark when everything 
was still and the regular passtime was passed. 
Then his curiosity was over-developed and he 
wanted to see all the slips. It was generally 
supposed that after he had seen one pass he 
would be satisfied. But he wasn’t. He kept 
right on looking as if he expected to find one 
that was written on a high-tempered bank 
note. Very little information beyond 
his probe. The only point he didn’t seem crazy 
about was the nature of the soldier's religion. 
And the only reason he figured that as non- 
essential was because all guardhouses are non- 
sectarian. Everything else he got. And if the 
pass was good for 11 P.M. and it happens to 
\.M. when the meeting was called to 
complications set in. The M.P 
a consequence, stepped up another notch in 
the line for promotion, and the luckless soldier, 
crooning his simple hymn of hate, told his co 
workers that he’d get him, sooner or later, 
beat him to an unrecognizable and 
hold a guessing contest on former identity with 
prizes for the best scores. 


was 


be 1 


order, was 


mass, 


Mere Mockery 


“Wine is a mocker. 
“T’ll say this two per cent. stuff is.” 
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iAugust 23, 1919 
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Life at its maddest—emotions that baffle description—experiences that run the 
ramut of every folly—Maupassant pictures with a candor and art that defy im- 
itation. Nothing escapes him. 





7 








very Maupassant story is a fresh surprise. There is always the fascination of the unexpected. 
Che story CAUGHT has a most surprising denouement. A thousand guesses and you’d be 
where near the real solution. But that’s Maupassant. He defies all rules and precedents 


t as he does conventions, and tells things just as they hay pene 4 He was contented 

copy nature. CAUGHT is recommended for the reading of husbands who, living in | 
iss houses themselves, might be tempted to throw stones at others—You’ll enjoy 
hearty laugh when you read this tragi-comedy of high life, which is found wit] | 











| his other marvelous stories, novels and novelettes—literally translated—in 
is superb Verdun 


| The Complete Worksof 


: ; 
OT 








Don't 
think 
you know 
Maupassant 
because you've 











read a few of his 
stories in some | 


Guy deMaupassant 


5,500 PAGES THAT WILL HOLD 
YOU CHAINED BY THE HOUR 


All of Maupassant’s Stories, Novels, 


inferior, garbled, ex- 
Surgatedtransiation 






















Novelettes, Poems, Dramas. Enter- 
tainment for a Thousand and 
One Nights. Love and Life 
in Strange Lands. Stories 

of War, Crime, Mys- 
tery and Horror. 











To really know 
Maupassant 
you must have 
the Verdun 
Edition. 
























Greatest of Story Wriers THE VERDUN EDITION | 


COMPLETE—UNEXPURGATED. 17 Volumes Rich | 























Maupassant is famous in all Cloth Binding— Gold Tops 
civilized lands as the supreme Each volume 8';x5'») inches. Big, Clear 
epee 12. Point Type on pure White Antique Paper 
master of the short story , Off 
He observed life with a miracu A Marvelous or 
lous completeness : nd told what he by which you get everything that M supassant wr te 17 
; . : : : . focling 1 splendid volumes (regular $2.50 a volume ilue and Paul 
saw with an inte nsity of feeling anc de Kock—8 De Luxe volumes bound in 4—or the equivalent 
with a precision which leave the reader of 25 big volumes. _ 
de lighted and amazed THINK OF IT! So many Maupassar t storie tu at y 
I z vith hi vele and can enjoy a fresh one every day ir the yea An 1 besi 
n comparison with nis nove a 2,000 sparkling pages of Paul de Kock—and for $25.0 
stories, all others appear artificial and labored (regular value $52.50 for the 21 volumes)— provided you are 
His choice of subjects is always redeemed by an prom pt. 
DE KOCK’S exquisite irony and art. The passions—lust and SEND $1.00 AND COUPON NOW ; 
WORKS cupidity—which stir most men and women to action if you want to order at the Instalme nt Price, $25.00. Or 
lid t t: M te § tial hand long ; send $23.00 with order and save the $2.00 cash disc 
SISTER ANNE thi not Ss ay Maupassant’s impartial Nand so 1ong as Books delivered Express prepaid. 
BARBER OF PARIS this ugly side of humanity existed MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED 
. ee eee 
GUSTAVE GIVEN TO PROMPT SUBSCRIBERS ] 
THE CHILD FM Brunswick SuBscRIPTION Co., J. 8-23-10 
wire PAUL DE KOCK’S MERRY TALES [| it! Brunswick Bitz. New York Cit 
, . P le se © first payment on tl.e olume set of Mau 
D Ve ry gay and very Gallic are these stories of the life of oe the poe sagen - 3 Paul ‘de ‘Koc 7 If as repre 
AMSEL OF THE the Latin Ouarts r. of the cafes and cabarets Few Amer- sented I will remit $2.00 a month for 12 months after their re 
THREE SKIRTS ican readers know thi miling writer of stories of the | hey: any _—_ ba Ray yy i: coleman on 
8 De Luxe petits bourgeois and the Parisian grisettes. But DE their receipt. 
Volumes in 4 : KOCK’S stories are true to the life of his little world of 
(Each size Numerous Original Illustrations the Paris boulevards. for none knew it better than he Ns ok nok cece cccsncnuswcetessecuesessacesseteensesees 1 
4 x6 inches) Deckle-edged, laid paper But to get this unique set with Maupassant you must be i a ee . 
Over Big Type Art De Luxe prompt The supply is limited And no more after these TOEPEPETITITTITT TTT TT tt 
2,000 Pages Buckram Binding—Gold Tops are gone. Therefore, MAIL COUPON TODAY! J CuPALION. ....ceceererereceeeecreresseteeneeneneneenees 
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ADAMS CALIFORNIA FRUIT CHEWING GUM 


RUTH ROLAND says: Ripe, red cherries and 
Adams California Fruit Gum I think are 


equally delicious. I love them both. 


Guik, Petoud 





